XV
SEVILLE
HPHAT almost morbid impression of stillness and
1 silence that the traveller finds everywhere in
C6rdova remains with him to the very gates of Seville,
where it vanishes before the curious smile, the languor-
ous gaiety, the subtle, unsatisfied excitement of the
greatest city of Andalusia. For after leaving C6rdova
on the way southward, the landscape seems even more
arid than before, more melancholy in its immense
weariness and immobility, and while it has something
of the vastness of the sea, its melancholy and barren-
ness, there is nothing in those tawny plains of the
freshness and vitality of the ocean, but everywhere the
very fever and aspect of thirst, the only green things
being the ruined hedges of aloes and agaves bristling
with thorns, or a long line of sad-coloured olives, bitter
and grotesque, furiously twisted in an agony of thirst,
Now and then you come upon a cornfield, but it, too,
seems to be dying for want of water; and at nightfall
when the relief of evening passes over the world in a breath
of wind, it seems to whisper harshly, but so low that you
must bend your head to catch the sound, of the torture of
the day, the immense burden of life; while at dawn deeper
and deeper grows the sky till it is like a vast, hard jewel,
an inverted cup that has fallen over the world; and in all
that intensity of light, giddy almost with its own ecstasy,
and from which the slightest movement of the hand
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